see to now, that lie was dragging about all day on business, and
that he had just slipped in to see me between his engagements.
Then he went away.
I thought for a long time, I pondered many things, I wore
myself out thinking, my friend; at last I made up my mind.
My friend, I shall marry him. I ought to accept his offer. If
anyone can rescue me from my shame, restore my good name,
and ward off poverty, privation and misfortune from me in the
future, it is he and no one else. What more can one expect from
the future, what more can one expect from fate? Fedora says
I must not throw away my good fortune; she says, if this isn't
food fortune, what is? Anyway, I can find no other course
>r me, my precious friend. What am I to do? I have mined
my health with work as it is; I can't go on working continually.
Go into a family? I should pine away with depression, besides
I should be of no use to anyone. I am of a sickly constitution,
and so I shall always be a burden on other people. Of course
I am not going into a paradise, but what am I to do, my friend,
what am I to do? What choice have I?
I have not asked your advice. I wanted to think it over
alone. The decision you have just read is unalterable, and I
shall immediately inform Bykov of it, he is pressing me to
answer quickly. He said that his business would not wait,
that he must be off, and that he couldn't put it off for nonsense.
God knows whether I shall be happy, my fate is in His holy,
inscrutable power, but I have made up my mind. They say
Bykov is a kind-hearted man: he will respect me; perhaps I,
too, shall respect him. What more can one expect from such a
marriage?
I will let you know about everything, Makar Alegyevitch. I
am sure you will understand all my wretchedness. Do not try
to dissuade me from my intention. Your efforts will be in vain.
Weigh in your own mind all that has forced me to this step. I
was very much distressed at first, but now I am calmer. What
is before me, I don't know. What will be, will be; as God
wills! , . .
Bykov has come, I leave this letter unfinished. I wanted to
tell you a great deal more. Bykov is here already!
September 23.
MY DARLING VARVARA ALEXYEVNA,
I hasten lo answer you, my dear; I hasten to tell you,
my precious, that I am dumbfounded.   It all seems so ...